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The Tragedic 

7 can no longer hold me patient. 

Hcare meyou wrangling Pyrates that fall out, 

In marfng out that which you haue pild from me : 

Wiich ofyou trembles not that looke on me > 

If not, that / being Queene, you bow hkc fubietf s, 

Yet that by you dcpoide,you quake like rebels: 
gentie villaine 5 do not turne away. 

GU. Foule wrinkled witch, whatma/£ft thou in my fight * 
<<5. M. But repetition of what thou hart mard, * 
That will I make, before I lettheegoe: 

A husband and a fonne thou owert to me , 

And thou a ^ingdoiue, ali ofyou alleageance: 

The forrow that / haue, by right is yours* 

And all the pleafures you vfurpe, is mine. 

'°‘ T hc curfc noble father laid on thee. 

When thou drift crowne his warlike browes with paper, 

And with thy fcornedrewftriuers from hiscyes P P 

And then to dric them, gaud thc Dukea clout ’ 

Stecpt in the blood of prettie Rutland:. * 

His curies then from bicterneftc offoule 

Denounc’d again!} thee, are fallen vpon thee. 

And God, not we, hath plagudc thy bloodic deed. 

S ° tuil ,sG ° d to right the innocent. 

An aT T thcf f U J. dldeed to flay thatbabe, 

And the moll mcrcileffe that cuer was heard of. 

the . mrc,ucs wc pt when it was reported. 

D T , f 'S 0 T 3 " b £ prophec,cd re uengc for it 
/ ^Jhu'nbei'and then prefent,tpe to fee it. 
JLM. WharAvcre you fnarling all before /came 

Rcadic to catch cachother by the throat, ’ 

And turne you now your hatred all on me k 

[ urfc P r c«aiIefo much withheaue. 

That Henries death, my bucly Edwardsdeath, ' 
he r kingdoms Idle, my wofull baoiflimcnt 
Could all bur anfwere for that peeuifti brat ? * 

Can curfes pierce thc cloudes,and enter heauen ? 

W hy then giue way dull cloudes to my cmSkMuifw • 

If not by warre, by Girfet dseyour/ing ? ' ’ 

As our by murder, to make him *£ n g ' 



of Richard the third.' 

Edward thy fonne, which now is Prince ofWalcs, 
for Edward my fon, which was Prince of ^alcs, 

Die in his youth, by like vntfmrly violence, 

Th y fclfc a Queene, for me that was a Q^enc, 

Out liue rby glorie,likc my wretched iclfe; 

Long maift thou liue to wailc thy childrens b.fe, 

^nd fee another, as /fee thee now, 

Deckt in thy glorie, as thou art (laid in mine: 

Long die thy happie daies before thy death. 

And after many lengthened hourcs of greerc. 

Die neither mother, wife, nor Englands Queene, 

Riucrs and Dorfet,you were ftanders by. 

And fo was thou Lo. Haft ings, when my fonne 
Was ftabd with bloody daggers, God I pray him, 
yhat none of you may liue your natural I age, 
Butbyfomcvnlookt accident cut off. 

Glo. Haue doncthy charme thou hateful! withered hag, 

£)tt. M. And leaueout thec. f ftay dog, for thou lhalt hear me, 
if heauen haue any greeuous plague in ftorc. 

Exceeding thofe that I can wi(h vpon thee : 

Oletthcm keepc it till thy finnesbe ripe, 
u4nd then hurlc downc their indignation 
On thee thc troublcr ofthc poore worlds peace: 

The wormc ofconfcience ftill begnaw thy foule. 

Thy friends fufpetft for tray tors while thou liueft, 

And ta£e deepe tray tors for thy deareft friends, 

No fleepe dole vp that deadly eye of thine, 

Vnlctfc it be tvhileft fomc tormenting dreamc 
Affrights thee, with a hell of vgiy diucls, 

Thou cluirti markt, abortiuc rooting hog, 

Thou that waft feald in thy natiuitie 
The flaucofnature,andthe fonne of hell, 

Thou llaunderof thy mothers bcauic worn be, 

Thou loathed iiluc of thy fathers loynes, 

Thou rag of honour, thou dcteftcd,&c. 

Glo. Margaret. 

Q«. M. Richard. Glo. Ha. 

Qjf; A/ 4 . 1 call thee not. 

Glo. Then I crie thec’mcrcie: for I had thought 
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